SAFE CUSTODY
stone screen, and I could not help thinking that the
sheep that is urged to the shambles stood as good a
chance of escape as the man who was approaching
the cockpit which I surveyed.
Nearer and nearer he came, to pause directly below
me, and so, just out of my sight. He was, I knew,
parting the curtains which were masking one of the
archways, to be sure that the hall was vacant before
he went on. Then I heard the rustle of skirts, and
Father Herman of Haydn whipped to the great front
door.
With one frantic glance about him, he fell to the
nervous business of drawing the bolts, and I let him
get as far as the chain before I spoke.
" Can I help you ? "
The creature gave one start and then stood still
as death, with his face to the door. And so he stayed,
like some forbidding statue, until I had descended
the stairs to stand by his side.
Slowly he turned to regard me with a cold, imperious
stare, and I saw at once that here was no ordinary
man. By rights he should have been trembling : but
he had himself in hand and was more ready than I was
to deal with what might befall.
For-a moment he stared upon me. Then he laid
his hands on my shoulders, raised his eyes to heaven
and thanked his God.
I disengaged myself and ordered him back.
Crossing his hands upon his breast, as though he
were laid- out for burial, the fellow lowered his head.
"I address Mr. Ferrers/' he said.    "And I am
Herman Haydn, your neighbour and friend.   For an
hour I have fled before you—in blindness of heart.
When I heard you arrive, I supposed it was those
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